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One 


Author's Notes: 
I'm sorry I've been away for a bit. Life got super busy and overwhelming for a while. | can't promise l'll update 


this as soon as I'd like, but I'll do my best. 


In the basement of Kelly Curtis' house, there sat three men who were getting cabin fever. It had rained for 
five straight days and show no signs of stopping. It was nothing new to Seattle. But it didn't stop the young 


men from going stir-crazy. 


Chris sat on the wooden steps leading up to the main floor of the house. His knees were clamped together and 
a cigar box sat in his lap. He was focused on rolling a joint. Eddie lay on his back on the floor with his feet up 
on the couch. He had a tennis ball he'd swiped from the Curtis’ labrador, Pete, and he threw the ball up in the 
air with his right hand and caught it in his left. Beside his feet on the couch sat Jerry. He had an acoustic 
guitar in his lap. He tried to play but Eddie's ball throwing had him distracted. 


Jerry reached out and plucked the ball from mid-air before it reached Eddie's hand. 


"Hey!" 
"You're driving me fucking bananas," Jerry mumbled as he stuffed the ball down into the couch cushions. 


"This rain is driving me bananas," Eddie replied and swurg his legs around to right himself and sit back against 


the couch. 


"Welcome to Seattle," Chris said as he stood up and brought his perfectly-crafted joint to the couch. He 
offered it to Jerry. 


The blonde put the guitar down and then pulled a lighter from his pocket to spark up the joint. 
"Where's everyone else?" Eddie asked. 


"Stone and Jeff are with Kelly, Susan is working, Ben and Matt .." Chris trailed off as he thought. "No idea. And, 
uh, Layne?" 


"Demri's" 
"Aw, man She's not throwing her annual start of summer party this year?" 
"Nope. Not this year" Jerry blew smoke up toward the ceiling 

"Too bad" Chris took the joint from Jerry. 


"Yeah, a fucking shame." Jerry snorted. He stood up and turned to look out the small basement window. "Fuck! | 


hate the rain!" 

"That's it, dude. The first sunny day, we're outta here," Chris said. 

"Where?" Jerry turned to look at him. 

"Goat Rocks." 

"The fuck is Goat Rocks?" Eddie asked as he held a hand up, requesting the joint. 
"A hiking spot about an hour south," Jerry told him. 

"A haunted hiking spot," Chris clarified with a grin as he passed the joint to Eddie. 
Jerry shook his head. 


Eddie took a long drag and looked thoughtful. "I hope it is.” 


"You'll be disappointed,” the blonde replied. 
With a grin, Chris looked at Jerry but directed his comment at Eddie. "Jerry isn’t a believer." 
"You sound like you're trying to get him to join your cult.” 


"May as well be," Jerry mumbled as he stretched, reaching up and clapping his hands against the metal 


ductwork. 


Chris rolled his eyes as he took the joint from Eddie. "Anyway, haunted or not, we're going down there for a 


couple days as soon as the rain stops." 
"Fine with me." 
With a grin, Chris held the joint out to Jerry, who matched his grin as he took it and brought it to his lips. 


The rain eventually gave way to sunshine and unseasonably high temps for June. Chris made good on his 


promise and organized a camping trip. 


Jerry yawned as he dumped an overstuffed backpack into the back of Stone's shiny, new Volvo and then stood 
aside as Chris and Eddie loaded their gear. 


"What the fuck time is it? Do you believe in this haunted bullshit, too?" he asked Stone, who approached and 
stood beside him. 


"Half past Jesus Christ, it's too damn early. And fuck, no," Stone replied as he watched Chris and Eddie, cringing 
when they threw their things around. "But Chris loves to tell stories." 


Jerry shrugged. "Not too bad to listen to on a good high, | guess." 
"Exactly." 
The four of them piled into the car. Chris in the front seat, Jerry and Eddie in the back. 


Thirty minutes into the journey, Jerry glanced at Eddie and then leaned between the two front seats. "Uh, 
Stoney, we want to get there before dark." 


‘lm doing the speed limit, Cantrell. Get back there and put your seat belt on" 
"Oh, my god." Jerry rolled his eyes. 


"This car is brand new! If you wanted to speed, you should have volunteered your rusted out bucket of bolts." 


Jerry snickered as he met Stone's glare in the mirror. "Gladly. Why'd you offer to drive, anyway?" 

| didn't," Stone barked. Quieter, "Chris made me." 

Jerry laughed louder. 

Stone parked the car at the Pacific Crest Trail head and the four men gathered their gear and started the 
two mile hike in. They each had a pack on their backs and partnered up carrying two coolers; one full of beer 
and the other full of food. It was after one in the afternoon when Chris finally decided on the perfect spot 
next to the lake to build their camp. 

Jerry and Eddie started to erect the two tents they brought while Chris started to build the fire pit. That 
left Stone to gather wood. He didn't seem disappointed in the least to be able to leave the other three behind 
and wander off by himself. 


While he worked, Jerry kept one eye on the woods in the direction in which Stone went. Once the tents were 


done and Stone hadn't returned, Jerry went to find him. 
"He knows his way around, Jer," Chris called after him. 


That didn't matter to Jerry. He wanted to find Stone, anyway. "Stoney?" he called as he approached a the 
mouth of a creek that fed into the lake. "Stoney? Where are you?" 


Up the creek a ways, on the other side, Stone straightened, holding an armful of sticks and branches. "What do 


you want, Cantrell?" 

| came to help you, but if you dont want -" 
"Okay." 

"Where'd you cross?" 

"Around the bend, there's a tree down" 


The tree was a large, old oak with a long, straight trunk. Jerry climbed up and carefully walked across. He met 
up with Stone and took the pile of wood from his arms. "I'll hold, you gather?" 


Stone shrugged and turned away, continuing to pick up twigs. 
"Are you still mad because | said you drive slow?" Jerry followed the other guitarist. 


"No. Why would | be mad about that." 


"| don't know. You tell me." 

"I'm not. If you just came out here to bust my balls, you can go back." 

‘| didn't. | came to help. And make sure you didn't get taken by ghosts." 

Stone rolled his eyes but gave Jerry a tiny grin 

Back at the campsite, Jerry and Stone dumped their findings near Chris’ fire pit. 

"Someone's gonna need to go find more wood tomorrow," Chris told them with a frown as he surveyed the pile. 
"That someone can be you," Stone mumbled as he started to crawl into one of the tents. 

"That's mine and Eddie's. You're in the other tent with Jerry." 

"What? Why?" Stone shot Jerry a look. 

"Jesus, Stone. Its not like | stink or something." 


"I know. | just, uh," Stone squirmed. "I thought, since you and Ed live together, you'd just oh, forget it" He 
grabbed his pack and crawled into the other tent. 


The sun set over the lake and Chris, Eddie, and Jerry sat around the fire, drinking beer and eating hot dogs 
and marshmallows off of sticks. Stone remained in the tent and the other three could see the soft illumination 
of a lamp or something. 

"Hey, Eddie? What's with Stoney?" Jerry asked as he popped open his second can of beer. 

"What do you mean?" 

"He's pissy." 

"Your point is?" 

"No, | mean it. What's going on?" 

"Nothing, man. That's him" 


Jerry shook his head, glancing at the tent. 


Chris stood up, taking a can of beer and a cooked hot dog still on its stick over to the tent. "Hey, Stoney? You 


awake in there?" 


"What?" came the barked reply. 
"You want to come out and have a couple beers with us? There's food, too." 


After a pause, the tent's zipper started to open. Stone crawled out, holding a flashlight and a book in one hand. 
"I brought my pipe," he told Chris. 


"Sweet! Come on," Chris replied as he gave Stone his free hand to help him stand. 


Jerry shifted to the left on the log he was sitting on to give Stone plenty of space. As Stone opened the beer 
Chris gave him, Jerry lit a cigarette. 


Eddie was listening very intently to Chris' story about the bus full of girl scouts that drove into the lake and 


were never found. 

Jerry glanced at Stone and rolled his eyes. He stood and announced he was going to take a piss. 
"Bring me back some Thin Mints." Stone smirked. 

Chris shot him a look. 


When Jerry returned, he sat a little closer to Stone, who seemed much more relaxed. Jerry grinned when 


Stone offered him a packed pipe and lighter. He shivered slightly when he took it from Stone. "Thanks." 
“Take a hit of that. You won't feel cold anymore. Won't feel much of anything." 


"That's too bad," Jerry murmured as he lit the bowl and then took a deep hit. He held the smoke in for a long 
time before tilting his head back and blowing it out. He closed his eyes and hummed softly. "Nice." 


"and they say the bus driver walks out of the lake and torments campers every full moon’ 
"Such bullshit" Stone hissed under his breath. 

"How does a ghost even walk out of a lake?" Jerry giggled as he moved a fraction of an inch closer to Stone. 
"| brought a sweatshirt. You can put it on if you want. Its in the tent 

"Imm fine” 

They passed the pipe back and forth, listening to Chris. As the story got more and more ridiculous, Jerry 


laughed louder. Stone would make sarcastic remarks that would just get Jerry going again. Finally, Chris gave up 
and announced that he was going to sleep. Eddie got up and followed him into the tent. 


Jerry lit a cigarette. "Whats his problem?" 

"He was trying to show off for Ed," Stone replied as he reached for Jerry's cigarette 
"Oh" He let Stone take it "Whats your problem?" 

The other guitarist gave Jerry a strange look as he took a drag. "I don't have a problem 
"Maybe not now, but before" 


Stone opened his mouth, closed it, and then poked the fire with the toe of his hiking boot. After a pause, he 


turned to look at Jerry. "I'm gonna turn in. Make sure the fire's out, okay?" 
"Stone -" 
"IFs late. I'm tired from the drive" He stood up and quickly crossed the campsite to the tent. 


With a sigh, Jerry chucked the cigarette into the fire. 


Two 


Jerry tilted his head back as he stretched out his legs, crossing his ankles. He squinted at the twinkling stars 
above, barely making out the Big Dipper. He continued to study the sky above the treetops as the fire died 
down. Jerry shivered again, but this time he wasn't quite sure it was from the chill in the air. 

He jumped to his feet when he heard a twig snap behind him. "Who's there?" Jerry shouted. Movement to his 
right made him turn just in time to see a dark figure walk silently into the lake. "Holy shit," he mumbled. "That 
was some strong fucking weed" 

Still shaking his head, he extinguished the fire and then crawled into the tent with Stone. As quietly as he 
could, Jerry unlaced his boots and slid them off. He crept alongside of Stone and stretched out, pulling his 
sleeping bag up around his shoulders. 

"Shh," Stone sleepily hushed him. 

"Sorry," Jerry whispered. A moment later, "That shit you got is strong. | saw -" 

"Jerry!" 

"But „oA 

"Go to sleep!" 

Affer a couple seconds, Jerry tried again. "I saw someone." 

With a frustrated huff, Stone rolled over to face Jerry. "What?" 

"Someone walked into the lake." 

"You're high." 

| know. That's what | was trying to say. Where'd you get that weed?" 

"Regan." 

"What'd he put in it?" 


"Nothing. Go to sleep." 


Jerry sighed and closed his eyes, snuggling down deep, almost pushing his face against Stone's chest. "G'night, 
Stoney." 


"Good night" 

Jerry was awakened by a noise. His eyes popped open and he held his breath, also noting that he was basically 
cuddled into Stone, who snored softly above him. There it was again. A load moan and then Jerry heard Eddie 
calling Chris' name. He gasped and then laughed out loud. 

"Fuck, Chris!" 

Jerry clamped his hand over his mouth. 


"God, yes. So good, Eddie!" Chris grunted followed by short rhythmic groans. 


He rolled over, away from Stone, and grabbed at his crotch, letting out a quiet whine. Jerry covered his ears 


and squeezed his eyes closed. He started to hum to drown out the noises coming from the other tent. 


When he received a sharp elbow to his back, Jerry gasped in pain and opened his eyes, turning to look at Stone 


over his shoulder. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" Stone hissed. 

"Um there's, uh, there's noise." 

"What noise?" 

"Listen" 

The pair were quiet when they heard Chris’ raspy growl. "Oh, fuck! Fuck, Eddie! l'm gonna come!" 
Jerry whined again. 

Stone was quiet and still, wide eyes fixed on Jerry's. He turned over and pulled his pillow over his head. 
"No!" Jerry whispered. "Talk to me or something. | can't keep listening to them" 

"Go back to sleep. Sounds like they're almost done, anyway." 

"Stone!" 

"Oh, my god, Jerry" 


"Let's go have a smoke." 


"Its the middle of the night" 
"Please?" 

"What the fuck is with you? So they're „what's the big deal?" 
"Nothing! | just." 


"You go have a smoke. I'm going back to sleep," Stone lifted his head and barked at Jerry. He dropped his head 
again with a huff. 


Jerry lay still for a moment. Maybe they were done. But when Eddie started to moan again, he had to get up. 
He pulled his boots on and grabbed Stone's flashlight and then crawled out of the tent. 


As Jerry lit a cigarette and wandered toward the bank of the lake, the moon peeked out from behind the 
clouds. Jerry sat down in the grass and watched the golden moonlight dance across the still, black water. His 
heart stopped when he heard movement behind him. He was too scared to turn around. 


"| can't fall back to sleep." 


He let out a sigh of relief when Stone sat down beside him and slid a corner of his sleeping back over Jerry's 


shoulders. 
"Thanks." 
"Got a smoke for me?" 


The blonde passed Stone the cigarette he just lit and then took another from his pack. "So, um, did you know?" 
He tentatively asked. 


"About them? 

Jerry nodded 

"No. You didnt?" 

‘Nope 

"Maybe it just happened. They were drinking ... 
"Maybe. 


Stone took a drag and slowly blew the smoke out. "It bother you?" 


"What? No." 

| mean it kind of seemed like it bothered you." 

"It didn't!" Now Jerry was the one snapping at Stone." 
"Oo-kay." 


A tense silence hung over them as they stared at the water and smoked. 


‘| like it out here," Jerry whispered after a while. 

"Me, too." 

"It's like the world has stopped spinning." 

"Well, obviously it hasn't. It's night time now, but in a few hours, the sun will come up." 

Jerry gave the other guitarist a look. "You know what | mean." 

Stone grinned. And the moonlight touched his face and the breeze lifted his hair. 

Jerry stared for a moment and then recovered. "Sarcastic fuck." 

‘| can't help myself" 

"| know," he replied and bumped Stone's shoulder. 

In the morning, Jerry awoke alone in the tent. He rolled over, toward Stone's empty spot, and found his 
sweatshirt. He picked it up and drew it to his face, breathing in Stone's scent. Jerry closed his eyes and 
instantly recalled the sounds he heard from Chris and Eddie's tent. 

"Oh, god," Jerry groaned and dropped the sweatshirt: 

"Hey, Jer?" Stone was suddenly outside the tent. 

"Uh, what? What? l'm awake." 


"Um „yeah. There's coffee." 


Be right out" 


Jerry sat up and his jeans tightened. He realized he couldn't go out there right away. Jerry flopped back down 


and rubbed his palms over his face. "Fuck. Calm down, idiot." 


He took a few deep breaths and purposely thought about Chris! morbid story about the girl scouts. When he 
felt it was safe, Jerry slowly crawled out of the tent and stood up. 


Chris and Eddie sat impossibly close to each other on one side of the fire. Stone sat by himself on the other 
side. Jerry briefly wondered if Stone felt weird, being there alone with them. He poured himself coffee from 
the red enamel coffee pot into a matching up and then sat down beside Stone. 

"Sleep okay, Jer?" Chris asked, wearing a shit-eating grin. 

"Yep. Fine. Good," Jerry quickly replied. 

Stone snickered. 

Jerry bumped his knee. 

"Who wants to go for a swim?" Eddie stood and looked at Chris. 


The blonde jumped to his feet. "I'm gonna go for a walk. A hike. Gonna go hiking." 


"Sure you want to go out in the woods by yourself? The bus driver might get you," Stone murmured into his 
coffee cup as he brought it to his lips. He raised his eyebrows as he looked up at Jerry. 


"Shut-up." 

The other guitarist stood up. "tll go with you." 

"You don't have to" Jerry rolled his eyes. "There is no bus driver.” 

"| know. | want to” 

Jerry glanced at Eddie and Chris, who watched with amused expressions. 


"Better take him with you, Jer. You never know when a ravenous pack of zombie girl scouts is gonna jump out 


from behind a tree or something.” Chris grinned. 
Eddie laughed. 


"Fuck you both," Jerry muttered and started off in the direction where he found Stone the day before. 


"As long as you're out there, bring back more wood," Chris called. 


When he and Eddie started to strip off their clothes, Stone left to follow Jerry. 


Three 


"Jer, wait up" Stone trotted to catch up with the blonde. 

Jerry stopped and turned. "You don't have to come." 

"| said | wanted to. Besides, those two are probably naked by now" 
They heard a big splash followed by Chris shrieking 

Stone grinned. "Water must be cold! 


They walked in silence for awhile, crossing the creek on the big tree and then following the meandering trail 


away from the lake and up the mountainside. 
"Why's it called Goat Rocks, anyway?" Jerry asked, breaking the silence. 


"There used to be wild goats on the mountain. My dad has some old pictures of them from when he was a 


kid." 

"Cool. Are they all gone now?" 

"| think so. Might see a couple here and there." 

The trail turned into a moderate rock scrabble and the paid had to take turns finding their footing and then 
pulling each other up. When they reached the summit, Stone looked down and laughed, pointing out what he 
thought were goat droppings. 

"So there must be at least one around." 

They sat down on a rock and wiped their sweaty foreheads with the hems of their shirts. 


"This is not what | had in mind," Jerry mumbled as he took out a pack of cigarettes. 


Stone grinned as he pulled his long hair back into a ponytail, using a scrunchie he carried around his wrist. "You 


said you wanted to go for a hike." 
Jerry offered him a smoke. "I didn't mean it” 
"But look at this view. What'd you say last night about how the world has stopped spinning?" 


As he lit another cigarette, Jerry nodded. He paused to look out over the valley below them. He scanned the 


lake and pointed. "I think that's where our camp is." 


Stone followed Jerry's gaze but had to lean into him a bit to see where he was pointing. "| think you're right” 
He turned his head and caught Jerry looking at him. 


The blonde quickly turned away and took a drag on his cigarette. 
"Can | ask you a question?" Stone's voice was soft. 

"Syre" 

"Um, why do you want the world to stop spinning so much?" 


Jerry turned back and met Stone's gaze. "I don't know. It's just an expression. | guess, | guess sometimes it 


feels like things are happening too fast. And sometimes, like now, | wish time would stop." 
"We go on these trips all the time. Chris is probably already planning another for next weekend or something.” 


Jerry swallowed in a weak attempt to wet his suddenly dry throat. He shook his head. "That's not what | mean. 


| mean right now." 
"Right now?" Stone echoed Jerry and scowled. He turned to look down at the lake. 
He didn't answer, but Jerry continued to watch Stone. 

‘Like the two of us, here?" Stone murmured without looking at Jerry. 

"Yeah" 


"You're serious?” Now, he turned to study Jerry's face, taking a drag on his smoke while he waited for the 


blonde to answer him. 

Jerry nodded. "And you know | haven't been drinking. Yet" 
Stone stood up. "We should get back." 

"Stone—" 


"I want to go back You can stay if you want" He stubbed the cigarette out on the rock and started down the 


scrabble. 


"Stone, wait!" Jerry hurried after him. "Fuck" 


The other guitarist paused long enough to look back at Jerry and lost his footing. His right foot slid into a 


crevice between two rocks and his ankle turned Stone howled in pain and had to sit down, clutching at his foot. 
"Shit!" Jerry scrambled after him, half crawling, half sliding. "Are you okay? Oh, god. I'm sorry!" 

"You didn't do anything. It's my own fucking fault. Help me up." 

Jerry bracing himself with his ass against a rock and then grabbed Stone's hands and pulled him up. He kept 
hold of one of his hands while Stone tried to steady himself. He put both feet down and attempted to move 
down the scrabble a bit, stepping over a rock. Stone yelped in pain when he tried to put weight on his ankle. 
The blonde almost cried out, himself, as he reached his free hand to Stone's hip. 

"Fucking shit!" Stone grumbled. He took a deep breath and tried again, growling through clenched teeth. 

"You can't do that. You're gonna make it worse. Let's kind of scoot to the bottom and then I'll carry you." 
Stone glared at him. "Carry me? It's like two miles, Jerry." 


"| know. | can do it." 


Side by side, they inched their way down until they reached the trail again. Jerry helped Stone to his feet and 
then hoisted him up onto his back. 


"Be carefull" Stone demanded as he wrapped his arms around Jerry's neck. "Don't drop me. If you can't -" 


"l'm fine." Jerry cut him off. He hooked his hands under Stone's knees and bounced a little to adjust him. Then 
he started down the trail 


The pace was slow and steady and, although he had begun to sweat through his t-shirt, Jerry was only too 
happy to carry Stone down the mountain. He started to hum first, barely perceptible. But soon, the tune 
grabbed him and Jerry started to sing. 

"Love is a burning thing and it makes a fiery ring. Bound by wild desire, | fell into a ring of fire." 


"Oh, god. Please stop,” Stone mumbled. 


Jerry sang louder. "I fell into a burning ring of fire. | went down, down, down - get it, ‘cause we're walking down 
- and the flames went higher." 


"Jerry, please." 


The blonde continued. "The taste of love is sweet when hearts like ours meet. | fell for you like a child Oh, but 
the fire went wild" 


Stone's arms tightened around Jerry's neck. "Stop singing Ring of Fire!" 
Jerry huffed and bounced Stone to get him to loosen his grip. "Fine. No more Johnny Cash." 
"Thank you." 


Without pause, Jerry launched into another. "Maybe | didn't love you quite as often as | could have. Maybe | 
didn't Treat you - " 


"Jerry! Goddamn it!" 

"What? l'm only trying to entertain you." 

"Entertain me or annoy me?" 

"| annoy you?" 

"At this particular moment, yes." 

"Fine." 

After a few moments of Jerry's silent, obvious pouting, Stone sighed. "Okay! Sing. But | get to pick the song." 
"Okay." 

| want to hear ..Elvis.” 

"Elvis isn't a song." 

"A song by Elvis, smart ass." 

"Oh!" Jerry grinned to himself. "Okay." He gave it some thought and then sang, "You know | can't be found 
sitting home all alone. If you can't come around, at least please telephone. Don't be cruel to a heart that's 
true." 


Stone didn't tell him to stop. Jerry took this as encouragement. 


"Baby, if | made you mad for something | might have said, please let's forget the past. The future looks bright 
ahead. Don't be cruel to a heart that's true. | don't want no other love. Baby, it's just you I'm thinking of: 


As he began the third verse, Jerry had to pause in surprise as Stone started to sing along. They continued to 
sing until they reached the tree across the creek Jerry started to step up when Stone stopped him. 


"Wait! There's no way, Jer. Put me down and go get Chris to help.” 

"| can do it" 

"No! We'll both fall. No.” 

Jerry turned his head to look back at the other man. "I won't let that happen, Stone." 


They stared at one another before Stone relented. "Okay, but at least lets rest a minute. You've been carrying 


me a long way’ 
As they sat on the tree trunk, Jerry asked how Stone's ankle felt 
‘Sore, stiff" 

"Can you move it? You don't think it's broken, do you?" 


Stone lifted his foot and gingerly rolled his ankle, wincing in pain. "Hurts like hell, but | don't think it's broken 


Maybe some ice from the beer cooler will help. 

"I'm sorry," Jerry said again. 

‘| told you it's not your fault" 

"But | shouldn't have said what | said. You kind of freaked out" 

Stone struggled a bit but he stood up, balancing on his good foot. "Let's give this a try." 
Rolling his eyes, Jerry muttered, "Fucking hell. Okay." 


With Stone clinging to his sweaty back, Jerry slowly and carefully traversed the log. After he stepped down, he 


stopped for a moment, turning to look back. 

When the pair returned to camp, Chris and Eddie were sitting at the fire, drinking beer and roasting hot dogs. 
"What happened?" Chris asked. 

"| lost a bet" The blonde grinned 

"| twisted my fucking ankle," Stone told them as Jerry gently set him down 


As soon as Stone sat down, Jerry knelt on the ground and untied his boot. Being very careful not to jar his 


ankle, Jerry drew the boot off. He glanced up at Stone as he rubbed his thumbs over both the inside and 


outside of his ankle. 

"Do you want some ice?" 

Stone's eyes were wide as he stared back at Jerry. "Yeah. Yes. Please." 

Jerry dragged another log over for Stone to prop his leg up. He found a discarded Ziploc bag that must have 
contained hot dogs or something. He filled it with ice and brought it back to Stone. "Oh, hold on" Jerry pulled 
his t-shirt off and wrapped it around the bag of ice. He gently placed the ice over Stone's ankle. "There. Okay?" 
When he looked at the other man, Jerry found him staring again This time, Stone's lips were slightly parted. 


"What? Oh. Yeah. Good" 


With a grin, Jerry said, "I'm gonna jump in the lake for a minute. I'm really sweaty. You want a beer or 
something?" 


"You don't have to keep tending to me." 
"Yes or no?" 
"Yes." Stone mumbled and rolled his eyes. 


Jerry left Stone sitting there, by the fire. He ignored Chris and Eddie's curious looks as he walked over to the 
lake. He felt three pairs of eyes on him as he stripped naked and jumped into the cold water. But Jerry would 
be damned if he was going to scream, even if the cold water did stab at his hot skin like a thousand tiny 
daggers. He dove under the water and popped up, flipping his hair back. Jerry swam for a few minutes, letting 
his body get accustomed to the water. He turned and floated on his back, looking up at the camp and finding 
the other three still staring at him. Jerry grinned and thrust a hand up, waving at them. 


Four 


Author's Notes: 


In the evening, Jerry was chilled again and sat beside Stone with his sleeping bag wrapped around him. 
"If you didn't jump in the freezing lake, you wouldn't be cold right now." 

“Bullshit. I'm cold now because it's cold out here." 

"| wouldn't be surprised if you have pneumonia" 

"| do not have pneumonia." 

"You might." 

"| don't!" 

Eddie rolled his eyes as he dug into their box of dry food. "Who wants ramen soup for dinner?" 

"I'm not sick!" Jerry shouted. 

Stone snickered. 


The sun set as they finished dinner of ramen soup and peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. Chris decided it was 


time to continue his ghost stories. 

"Another legend says there used to be a farm on this mountain, which explains why there were so many 
goats. The farmer caught his wife in bed with one of the farmhands. He tied them up in the barn and then 
burned down the entire farm. But their bodies were never found. They say the farmhand and the wife forever 


wander the mountain, searching for each other." 


Its not that big of a mountain. How come they haven't found each other by now?" Stone asked as he leaned 
into Jerry. 


The blond chuckled as he opened a can of beer. 


"So, Stone," Eddie began "How'd you fall up there? What were you two doing?" 


"There are rocks up at the peak. | slipped on a rock" 

"Ah." 

"Believe me, nothing was going on like you two perverts." 

Jerry scowled and pulled his sleeping back tighter around his shoulders, staring at the fire. 


Chris' eyes darted from Stone to Jerry. "That's too bad." He finished his beer and stood up to get another. 


"Stoney, you ready for more beer?" 
Stone chugged his can until it was empty and threw it at Chris. "Ready." 


As Chris tossed Stone another can, he asked, "How's the ankle feeling? We gonna have to carry you outta 


here?" 
As he rolled his ankle, Stone winced. "Still stiff” 

"You know what might help?" Eddie spoke up with a little grin 

"Yeah, | know" Stone matched Eddie's grin. "I's in the tent. Jer, could you grab my pipe?" 


"Sure." Jerry stood up and headed to the tent. He brought back the pipe and baggie to Stone and then grabbed 
himself another beer. He sat back down and wrapped the sleeping bag around himself and Stone. 


The other guitarist packed the bowl and then passed it and a lighter to Chris. 


‘Its strong shit, Chris. Just so you know. You might start to see things," Jerry told him, which made Stone roll 


his eyes. 

‘Maybe not everybody is a wuss like you, Cantrell." 

"A wuss?!" Jerry laughed. He shrugged. "Fine. But I'm the wuss that carried your ass two miles." 
Stone made a face but didn't say anything further. 

They passed the pipe around and continued drinking and telling stories. 


"so Sean says to the woman, ‘Lady, | don't care what you think you heard. That was definitely a frog in my 
pocket. Do you want to see him?" Jerry laughed hysterically at his own story. 


Beside him, Stone giggled and started to squirm. 


"You okay?" 

Stone nodded quickly. "Fine." 

Jerry chugged the rest of his beer and belched as he stood to get another. Stone squirmed again 
"Okay, what?" 

| gotta .." He gritted his teeth and glanced at Chris and Eddie. 

"Gotta what?" 

Stone sighed and whispered, "Take a piss!" 

Jerry's eyes widened as he turned his head to stare at Stone. "And, and you want -" 

"| need help!" 

"Oh. Oh, yeah. Okay." Jerry jumped to his feet and held his hands out. 


Stone threw the sleeping bag off and carefully pulled his foot down, off the log. He placed it on the ground as 
he gave Jerry his hands. He gave the blonde a look. "Careful." 


"| know." He pulled Stone up and then moved to his side, wrapping an arm around his back. As he helped Stone 


hobble away, Jerry asked, "Do | get to hold it?" 

He broke down in giggles when Stone glared at him. 
"Just hold onto me so | don't fall and don't look!" 

"| cart even look?!" 

“Jerry 


"Sorry," he murmured, trying his best not to laugh. He held Stone with an arm around his back. And, as Stone 


unzipped, Jerry leaned into him a little to take a peek. "I mean you watched me in the lake. Fair is fair." 
"| did not watch youl" 
"| saw you." 


Stone snorted. And then nothing happened. With an irritated sigh, Stone tilted his head back and looked up at 
the tall trees and the stars peeking through the pines. "I can't go with you standing right here." 


"Why not?" 
"Because | know you're looking at me." 
"Just go. l'm not looking.” Jerry turned his head to the side. 


After a moment or two, he finally heard the sound of a stream of urine hitting the ground. And then Stone's 
sigh was a lot softer. 


"Oh, god" Jerry murmured 
"What?" 

"Don't do that 

"Do what?" Stone demanded 
"Don't make noise like that 
"Jerry, stop. It's not funny: 
"Im not trying to be funny: 


Stone finished and zipped back up. "Well, just stop." He turned around from Jerry and tried to take a step on 
his bad ankle. Stone hissed in pain and reached for a nearby tree to steady himself. 


Jerry circled both arms around him and held him up. "What are you doing? You could fall" 
"Oh! You've got me so fucking distracted, | forgot!" 

"Distracted?" Jerry grinned as he turned Stone to face him 

"Yes. Okay?" 

"Why?" 

"Because!" Stone squirmed. ‘Let me go. 

"Can't. Why?" 


"Because you keep fucking flirting with me and | -" He pressed his lips together and rolled his eyes. 


"And you what?" Jerry's grin widened. 

"Shut-up." 

"You like it?" 

Stone shook his head and looked away, but couldn't stop his lips from twitching. 

"You do!" 

"So?" 

"So" Jerry tightened his arms around Stone. "Can | kiss you?" 

"I'd be pissed if you didn't" Stone's grin was sly but there was a hint of uncertainty in his voice. 

Jerry laughed in surprised and then leaned in He closed his eyes as his lips lightly touched Stone's. When he 
felt one of Stone's hands slide up his back, under his hair, Jerry purred and pressed his parted lips against the 
other man's, asking to deepen the kiss. He felt the tip of Stone's tongue slip into his mouth. Jerry eagerly 
reciprocated. He backed Stone up, against the tree, as they made out and let their hands explore each other's 
bodies. But then Jerry stopped. He pulled back a little and studied Stone's face in the moonlight with Stone tried 
to catch his breath. 

"What?" 

"Are you really drunk?" 

Stone shook his head. "No." 

"Really high?" 

"No, I'm fine." 

"Then you really you really want ...2" 

"Yeah. | guess | do." 

When they returned, they avoided Chris and Eddie's amused, curious stares. 


"You two were gone an awful long time." Chris smirked. 


"Shut-up." Stone grunted as Jerry helped him sit down again. 


"Rude. But that's okay. We're going to our tent, anyway." Eddie stood up. "Don't do anything we wouldn't do." 
"Well, that really narrows things down, doesn't it?" Stone dryly replied 

Chris laughed as he stood. "Wear a condom, now, kids. We have a couple extra if you need them" 
"Like yours would fit me," Jerry muttered out of the side of his mouth 


Chris laughed louder. "Oh, Stoney. Good luck." 


"Shut-up!" 


Five 


Eddie and Chris wasted no time. Immediately, Jerry and Stone could hear the sounds of their lovemaking. A soft 
sigh, a little moan, impatient whispers as clothing was shed a little too slowly. 


"Maybe we should go down by the lake again," Stone suggested. 

Jerry agreed. "Yeah, probably a good idea." 

He helped Stone to stand up and then kept an arm around him as they slowly made their way to that grassy 
spot on the edge of the lake. Jerry hurried to spread out the sleeping bag while Stone leaned against a nearby 
tree. Once they pair were settled, Jerry lit a cigarette and gave it to Stone. He lit another and, for the 
moment, they smoked in silence, each watching the moonlight rippling across the water. 

"Um," Stone quietly began. "How long have you ..2" 

"What?" 


"You know. Wanted to kiss me." 


Jerry turned his head and watched Stone for a moment. He loved the way the other guitarist's smile seemed 


so shy. "A while, | guess" 

"Huh. Okay. A long while?" 

"Maybe. How long have you wanted to be kissed by me?" 
"A while" 

"| wouldn't have guessed” 

"Good. | didn't want you to." 

"Is that why you were always so pissy with me?" 

"| was not" 

Jerry laughed. "Yeah, you were. But that's okay" 


Stone shrugged and plucked a blade of grass from the ground, focusing his attention on sliding it between his 
fingers. "| would have died if you found out -if anybody found out- and you didn't, you know, feel the same 


way. 


Unable to contain his wide grin, Jerry leaned into Stone and purred, "But | do." 
Even in the pale moonlight, he could tell that he'd made Stone blush and Jerry melted. 


With a shy grin, Stone continued to focus on the blade of grass. He shook his head. "I know. | kind of figured 


that out when you wanted to watch me take a leak." 


‘lm kinky like that," Jerry purred some more. He carefully moved Stone's hair off of his neck and then gave 
him a soft kiss. With a soft sigh, he moved his lips over the other's warm skin. 


"God, Jerry." Stone shivered as he tilted his head, allowing Jerry more access. 


The blonde moved closer, bringing his hand to Stone's chest while he nibbled under his ear. When he felt 
Stone's fingers dive into his hair, Jerry took it as encouragement. Encouragement that perhaps Stone had 
trouble vocalizing. That was fine with Jerry. He had no issues whatsoever taking the lead and giving Stone 


anything he asked for, verbally or otherwise. 


Jerry pulled back a little and, with two fingers under his chin, gently turned Stone to look at him. A little grin 
pulled at his lips as Jerry nodded before closing the gap and kissing Stone. Jerry felt the fingers in his hair 
tighten so he parted his lips and dragged the tip of his tongue across Stone's bottom lip. This earned him a 
soft moan from the other man and soon, his tongue was in Stone's mouth. Jerry moved his hand to slip under 


the hem of Stone's shirt to feel his trembling stomach. 
"Are you cold?" Jerry whispered as he pulled back, breaking the kiss. 


Stone huffed softly and shook his head. His eyes remained closed as he reached for Jerry, trying to pull him 
back. 


"You're shaking.” 

"Nervous." 

"Don't be. | won't hurt you. It'll be nice." 

"| know." 

Jerry went back in for another kiss while he brought his hand up to cup Stone's cheek. He continued kissing 
him as he urged Stone to lie down on his back Stone made a quiet, unsure whining sound but he looped his 
arms around Jerry's neck. The blonde's kisses were gentle but persistent as he reached for the button on 


Stone's jeans. He moved slow, hoping he could ease Stone's nerves. Jerry opened the button and pulled down the 


zipper while he nipped and nuzzled under Stone's ear. 


"Jerry" It was breathy, pleading, and desperate. Stone's whisper of his name made Jerry's cock jump to 
attention. 


He pushed his hand into Stone's shorts and let out a soft moan as his fingertips brushed along the length of 
Stone's cock, happy to find him long and hard. "God, Stoney," he whispered. 


"Wait." 
"Stoney .." Jerry whined. He tried to wrap his fingers around his cock, but Stone moved away. 
"Just „hold on. Slow, slow down" 


He removed his hand from Stone's pants and rolled onto his back, holding in a little sigh of frustration Jerry 
covered his face with his forearm and took a deep breath as he adjusted himself with his other hand. 


Beside him, Stone sighed, "Sorry." 

‘It's okay." 

"| want to, but ..” 

"Stoney, it's okay." Jerry blindly reached over, finding Stone's hand. He moved his arm and opened his eyes, 
gazing up at the stars while weaving his fingers between Stone's. In a little voice, Jerry admitted, "I think Chris’ 
story was bullshit, but it's kind of romantic." 

"Romantic?" 

"Yeah. | mean to love someone so much that it transcends death." 

"Really?" Stone laughed as he lifted his head and looked at Jerry. 

"| know. It's stupid.” 

"Really stupid. She cheated on her husband" 

"They were in love." 

Now, Stone sat up. "You don't know that. The farmer only caught them in bed" 


"If they were just fucking, why bother looking for each other after they died? They were in love.’ 


"That's fucking stupid, Jerry. She cheated on the guy she was supposed to love." 


Jerry sat up. "Are you saying she deserved to die?" 
"No! Of course not. But she doesn't deserve to be remembered as the tragic victim, either." 


Jerry huffed. "Wow. So, in your mind, sleeping with someone you're not married to justifies murder. Okay. | 


didn't realize you were such a heartless prick" He stood up and crossed him arms, glaring down at Stone. 
Stone stared up at Jerry. "What the fuck?" 

I'm going to bed" Jerry turned and walked away. 

"Jerry! Jerry, wait!" Stone struggled to stand up, yelling after the blonde. "Jerry, help mel” 

He crawled into their tent, ignoring Chris and Eddie's loud sex noises. Jerry rubbed his hands over his face and 
groaned. He was pretty sure he overreacted. He heard Stone struggling and yelling for him, but Jerry felt 
foolish and couldn't bear to see the look on the other man's face. He shivered in the cold, realizing that he left 


his sleeping bag with Stone. 


The tent flap snapped open and Stone crawled in, grumbling and cursing. He threw Jerry's sleeping bag at him 
and then flopped onto his back "You're a fucking asshole." 


Jerry froze, holding his breath. 

"Why would you leave me out there, you dick?" Stone barked 
Still, Jerry didn't move or utter a word 

"Answer me! Why?" Stone sat up on his elbows 


Jerry could make out his outline in the dark and knew, just by the energy radiating off of him, that Stone was 
livid. Barely a whisper, Jerry replied, "I don't know." 


"You don't know. That's fucking brilliant, Jer. Unbelievable." 


"Whatever, Stone." Jerry's mouth started up without engaging his brain. "Just fucking go to sleep and shut up, 
okay?" He cringed and turned to give Stone his back. 


A cold, uncomfortable silence settled between them only to be filled with loud noises from the other tent. 
Eddie groaned Chris’ name and begged him to go faster while Chris growled with each rhythmic thrust. 


Jerry whimpered and pulled Stone's hoodie over his head. Stone grunted in frustration as he buried his head in 
his sleeping bag. 


Movement in the tent woke Jerry. He opened his eyes, realizing it was morning, and held his breath, feeling 
Stone move behind him. The other guitarist left the tent: 


"Good morning, Stoney." There was a touch of amusement in Chris’ voice. "How you feeling?" 
"Fine," Stone grumbled. 

"How was it?" 

| don't know what you're fucking talking about" 

"Yeah, you do. Was it big? Did it hurt?" 

"Shut the fuck up, Chris. Nothing happened." 

"Why not?" 


Jerry closed his eyes. Stone was about to tell Chris what he'd done last night in leaving him to struggle by 
himself. 


"Because | fucked it up, okay? Is that what you want hear?" Stone barked. 


After that, all Jerry could hear were staggered footsteps getting farther away. 


Six 


He abandoned Stone once out of selfish worry. Jerry wasn't going to do it again. He crawled out of the tent and 
glanced at Chris, who pointed at the trail. 


"Thanks." Jerry nodded and hurried off, down the trail. 

He found Stone sitting in the middle of the tree across the brook. Jerry approached but didnt step up. "Hey" 
Stone didn't turn to look at him. Bad sign. "Hey." 

"Look, um," Jerry began, running his fingers through his hair. 

"Let's just forget it, okay?" Stone picked at a peeling piece of bark and threw it into the water. 


"But .." The blonde looked around. He stepped up, onto the log and carefully walked out to Stone. He sat down 
beside him, swinging his legs over. "I don't want to forget it. | fucked up and I'm sorry." 


"No, you didn't. | did," Stone replied. He picked at the bark again. "I started to argue with you over something 
stupid because | .." He lifted his gaze to look at Jerry. "I'm fucking scared." 


The blonde stared at him for a long time. "I left you there because I'm fucking scared" He took the piece of 
bark out of Stone's hands. 


"So we're both a couple of idiotic chicken shits?" 

"Looks that way." 

Stone nodded. "Sure does." 

After a couple of quiet moments, Jerry asked, "How's your ankle?" 
"A little better." 

"Don't need me to carry you?" 

"Probably not" 

"| would” 


"| know. That was Jer, that, um .] really loved that you did that yesterday." 


| was showing off," Jerry admitted, giving Stone a smile. 
"Still loved it” Stone returned his smile. 

Jerry slipped his arm around Stone's back and moved closer. 
"You trying to put your moves on me again?" 

"Yep" 

I'm okay with that." Stone leaned into Jerry and kissed him. 


The blonde turned his body toward Stone and reached for him with his free hand when he stopped. "Did you 


see that?" 

Stone laughed in surprise and smacked Jerry's shoulder. "Shut-up and kiss me, idiot." 

"No," Jerry murmured and pulled back, looking into the woods. "Seriously. Look." 

Stone turned to look and laughed. There, amongst the trees, staring back at them, were a pair of brown and 
white goats. "Well, that explains the shit we saw." He watched as the goats went back to munching on the 
bushes. "I've come down here more than a dozen times since | was a kid and never saw any.” 

"Now, there are two," Jerry whispered. 

Stone turned back to Jerry and matched his whispered tone. "It's the farmhand and his lover." 

"They weren't turned into goats, Stone." Jerry gave him an exaggerated irritated look. 

"Shut-up." 

They burst into laughter, leaning into each other. Jerry brought his hand to the other's chin and guided him 
into a soft kiss. His lips were feather-light against Stone's, moving slowly, cautiously asking if Stone would 
return the kiss, if Stone would return his affection Stone's tongue touched Jerry's bottom lip, sweeping across 
it, telling Jerry that he would. He would return his affection, he would feel for Jerry the same things Jerry 
was showing him in this kiss. 


They sat on that log with arms wrapped around each other, talking and laughing and sharing kisses. 


"If | have to hear one more stupid, made-up ghost story tonight, | might toss Chris in the lake," Stone 


complained. 


"Let's make one up to tell him." 


"Better yet, let's go straight to our tent” 
Jerry grinned. "That is definitely a better idea than mine." 


With arms wrapped around each other, Stone leaning into Jerry, they walked back to the campsite. Chris and 
Eddie gave them knowing grins but they ignored them. 


| have another idea," Jerry whispered with a devilish grin. 

"Oh, god. With a look like that, it can't be anything good" 

‘Its very good" Jerry nuzzled his neck 

With a laugh, Stone pushed him away. "What?" 

"Get in the lake with me." 

"Are you crazy? Its way too cold!" 

"No, it isn't. | was in there once already. It's fine." 

Stone looked at Jerry for a long time. 

Sensing his internal struggle, Jerry grinned. "Ill make sure to warm you up after. 


"So you admit it's cold!" Stone laughed. He leaned into Jerry. "Just for argument's purposes, how exactly would 


you warm me up?" 

"Well, | was thinking about some naked cuddling in the tent" 

"Oh." Stone frowned. "That's it?" 

‘Oh, my goa." 

Stone's hint wasn't enough to deter Jerry from getting in the lake, however. Making sure Chris and Eddie didn't 
come to snoop, they quickly undressed, leaving their clothes on the bank. Stone inhaled sharply when he saw 
Jerry naked for the first time, but a slow smile crept across his lips. Jerry jumped right into the water, 
splashing around and giving Stone and encouraging, expectant grin. 


"Come on! You can do it." 


"Its so fucking cold!" 


"You haven't even been in yet” 
"| don't need to get in to know that water is frigid" 


"Please, Stoney? Come on" Jerry was about to say something else when he was pulled under the water a tiny 


bit. "What the hell was th-" Jerry's hands flew up as he was abruptly pulled under. 

"Jerry!" Stone yelled. "Stop fucking around! Jerry!" 

The water stilled. Stone stood, buck naked, frozen in shock. He slowly raised a hand to over his gaping mouth. 
His eyes darted around the water, looking for any sign of Jerry. With a grumble, he jumped into the water. 


Stone erupted in a scream from the cold water. 


"Jerry! Jerry, knock it off! Where are you?" He ducked under the water and looked around. Stone popped back 
up and started to shout again. "Jerry! Jesus fucking ..| swear to god, if you're fucking with me! Jerry!" 


A hand wrapped around his uninjured ankle and pulled. Stone spun around and came face-to-face with Jerry. He 


grabbed the blonde by his shoulders and pulled him up, breaking the surface. 
"You asshole! You fucking ..fuck!" Stone shouted as he pushed his wet hair off his face. 


Jerry laughed as he shook his head, whipping his hair back and spraying Stone with water. "You looked so 
scared! It was so cute!" 


Stone slapped at the water, sending a spray toward Jerry. "You're a dick! 

"Did you think the girl scouts got me?" He reached for Stone, pulling him into his arms. 

"Dick" Stone pouted but allowed Jerry to wrap him up in his arms. 

"Mm. I have one. You might have noticed it up there, on the bank" 

"You left it up there?" Stone asked as he reached down and took Jerry in his hand. "Nope. Here it is 
"Fuck, baby. Yes. Touch it! 

"Touch it, stroke it, suck it, feel it inside me" Stone murmured as he wound one leg around Jerry's hip. 
"Oh, fuck" 


He gave Jerry a quick kiss and then Stone wiggled out of his arms and swam away. "The only problem is | don't 


do those things for someone who likes to play jokes on me." 


"No. No, Stoney. | was only playing." Jerry chased after him. 
"I know. Jokes." He laughed and dove under the water, swimming away from Jerry. 


The blonde followed him underwater and swam after him, catching him by the ankle again. Stone grinned as he 


was caught and pulled back. They surfaced again and he allowed Jerry to wrap him up in his arms. 
"Oh, fine. | guess | can do those things with you even though you don't deserve them." 
"Not even for taking care of you yesterday?" 


"Maybe for that," Stone agreed. He smiled as he gave Jerry a kiss. His arms wrapped around Jerry's neck as 
he deepened the kiss. 


Jerry walked him back to the bank of the lake and held Stone at the elbow as they climbed out of the water. 
He caught Stone looking at him again as he ran his fingers through his wet hair. With a smirk, Jerry looked 


down at himself. "Like what you see?" 


‘Its not bad." Stone grinned and sat down on his shirt. He gently shook his hair out and leaned back on his 
hands. 


Sitting down beside Stone, Jerry let out a sigh of contentment, tilting his face up toward the sun. "This is 
perfect." 


"Perfect," Stone repeated. "What was that you were saying about wishing time would stop?" 
The blonde took Stone's hand. "Every minute with you." 

"With you," Stone agreed. He lay back and pulled Jerry with him 

"Fuck, baby. Right here, next to the lake?" 

"No, not fuck," Stone replied 

"Oh, come on. So romantic. 


Stone laughed. "No!" He pulled Jerry down on top of himself, though, and took his breath away with a deep, 
hungry kiss. 


Seven 


Jerry made a noise full of need and desire when he pulled away to take a breath. He rolled his hips, moving 


against Stone, which made Stone gasp. 
"Lets go to the tent." 


The blonde met Stone's gaze and held it as he slowly nodded. He moved off of Stone and climbed to his feet, 
holding both hands out. 


Stone smiled and took Jerry's hands as he got up. "You're so sweet. Who knew?" 
‘Ive always been sweet. You just never noticed" 

"You never gave me reason to notice." 

"That's not true. | gave you plenty of hints, Stoney." 

"When?" Stone laughed as he bent to pick up his clothes. 

With a frown, Jerry picked up his own clothing. "Plenty of times." 

"Name one." 


‘It doesn't matter now. Stop arguing with me," Jerry told him with a light smile. "Come on" He gently patted 
Stone's bare bottom. 


"You're serious?" Stone started to walk but wouldn't let it go. 


They gingerly stepped over the dirt path with their bare feet back to the campsite, ignoring the sounds 


coming from the other tent as they crawled into theirs. 

Stone asked again, "Jer, were you serious? You tried to tell me before?" 

Jerry lay back and pulled Stone to him. He tucked a piece of his damp hair behind his ear and then touched his 
cheek. "Yeah, | don't know. A couple times when we were all hanging out in the basement, | tried to get next to 


you. | just don't think you noticed me." 


Stone's brow knotted and a deep, dark blush spread under Jerry's fingertips on Stone's cheek. He whispered, "| 


always noticed you, Jer. How anybody could not notice you is beyond me. You're beautiful” 


The blonde stared for a long time and then pulled Stone into a kiss. His hands moved all over Stone's body, 


from his shoulders down to his ass, stroking over his smooth skin, finding each and every spot that made the 
brunette moan and shiver. Jerry's tongue lapped against Stone's, plunging deep into his mouth, taking his breath 
away. They rolled over and Stone's long legs wrapped around Jerry. His fingers threaded through his hair. 
"Fuck me, Jer," Stone breathlessly commanded. 

"Oh, my god," he moaned before seizing Stone's mouth again 

Underneath him, Stone bucked his hips, thrusting up, against Jerry. He grunted into the kiss as he rocked. 
Jerry reached in between their bodies and wrapped his hand around their dicks, stroking and squeezing, earning 
a deep groan out of Stone 

"So fucking hot. | want to hear you say my name, Stoney." 

"Jerry," He sighed. "Don't make me come this way. Want you in me." 

The blonde stole another deep kiss and then started to kiss his way down Stone's neck and chest. His mouth 
was warm and wet, licking and sucking on Stone's skin. "Let me go, baby," he whispered, trying to loosen Stone's 
legs, which were still tightly locked around him. 

Stone whined but slowly let his legs fall freely, lying wide open on the tent floor. He picked his head up, 
watching Jerry move down, dropping soft kisses all the way down his stomach. Jerry paused and glanced up at 
Stone before he dotted little butterfly kisses along the shaft of his cock, stopping to lightly tease the head 
with his tongue. 

"Fuck, Jerry," he groaned as he took a handful of blonde hair and gripped it in a tight fist. 

Jerry took Stone's legs by the back of his knees and pushed them up. He made a low, growling noise as he 
moved in and licked Stone's exposed hole. When he felt the other man shudder and heard his little whine, Jerry 
attacked him. He moaned loudly as he ate him out, licking and sucking on Stone's hole, getting him wet and 
urging him to open up for Jerry. "Fuck, Stoney. You taste so fucking good. Open this sweet pussy for me." 
Somewhere outside the tent, a twig snapped. Then someone giggled and another voice shushed the first. 

Stone and Jerry froze for an instant. Then Jerry slowly lifted his head and met Stone's wide-eyed stare. 

"Go away, you fucking perverts," Jerry shouted. "Do we try to creep up on you?" 

"It was Chris’ idea." 


"Shut-up." 


"| don't care whose idea it was. Go away!" 


After they heard Chris and Eddie walk away, Jerry tried to resume but Stone gently pushed him away. 
"You're kidding, right?" Jerry asked. There was no hint of anger or frustration in his voice. Only concern 
‘I'm sorry. They just -" 

"Ruined the mood" Jerry completed Stone's sentence as he crawled up alongside of him. 

"Yeah." 


"No problem. We can try again later." Jerry kissed Stone's cheek and then settled down, resting his head on 
Stone's shoulder. 


"Okay. Maybe, maybe tonight" 

"Tonight" 

Jerry refused to let the afternoon become a total waste, however. The mood wasn't exactly ruined for him. 
While he lay against the brunette's shoulder, he reached down and started to stroke himself. With a groan, he 
shifted onto his back and folded his other arm under his head. Jerry rolled his hips and stroked faster. "Come 
on, Stoney. Jerk off with me. Want you so bad. Please?" 


Stone picked his head up and watched Jerry's hand. He licked his lips and gave a frustrated grunt. "You're killing 


me, Jer." 


The blonde bent his knees and drew them up, planting his heels and using them to thrust his hips. He closed his 


eyes and purred, "Thinking about you riding me. Bounce on my cock, Stoney, please!" 
"Jerry!" There was an edge in Stone's voice that hadn't been there before. 
Jerry opened his eyes and turned to look at the other man. "What's wrong?" 


With a sigh, Stone threw his forearm over his face. "Nothing. Nothing. Sorry. You, um, you can, you know, 
finish." 


"I can't finish if it's, like, upsetting you or something.’ 
"l'm not upset." 
"You seem upset." 


"Can we just forget it, Jerry? Please?" Stone rolled over, turning his back to the blonde. 


Stunned and stinging a little once again over Stone's rejection, Jerry stared at the back of his friend's head. 


"Did | do something wrong? Please tell me." 

"No, Jer. It's me. It's not you." 

"You can talk to me." 

"I know. Just „another time, okay?" 

The sun went down and neither of them moved from the tent. Jerry could hear Stone softly snoring so he 
very carefully wrapped his sleeping bag around Stone's naked body. When he heard Chris and Eddie loudly 
starting in again, Jerry pulled on his jeans and quickly exited the tent. 


"Oh! Finally finished? Got awfully quiet in there. Stoney, you okay?" 


"Would you two shut the fuck up already?" Jerry hissed. The way the fire lit up his blazing eyes left little 


room for them to misinterpret his anger. 


In the morning, all four men were quiet as they packed up and hiked back to the car. Jerry watched Stone 
throw open the back door of the Volvo wagon and start absently tossing gear inside. 


"Hey," he began. "Careful. This car is brand new." 

"Fuck off," Stone grumbled without even looking at him. 

The ride was unbearably quiet. Jerry sat in the passenger seat this time, chain-smoking for nearly the entire 

drive. When they arrived back in Seattle, Chris and Eddie took off immediately, muttering made-up excuses and 
half-hearted promises to meet up later at the bar. But Jerry hung around, helping Stone put some gear away 
in the garage. He didn't attempt to speak, hoping, now that they were alone, Stone would open up to him. 

"Okay. Well, thanks. See you later maybe." 

"Stone." 

"I should go .my parents ..” 

Jerry took a step toward him in the middle of the garage. "Please talk to me. What happened out there?" 


He jammed his hands into his pockets and stared down at the floor. 


The blonde waited. He tentatively reached out and touched Stone's arm. 


"Goats weren't the only animals on that mountain, Jer. 

"| don't understand." 

"There was a big elephant in the middle of our tent" He quickly added, "And | don't mean your dick." 
Jerry bit back a grin. "Go on" 

Stone made a tiny movement, leaning away from Jerry's hand. "I'm not a virgin" 

"Okay," Jerry gave him a strange look. "Me, neither. So?" 

"The thing is .um „the guy that ..| mean, it was .." 

"Oh, god. Stoney, were you ..2" 


"No! No, nothing like that. It was just .it was Chris." 


Eight 


Jerry's mouth fell open and he stared in disbelief. Did he hear Stone right? "Chris Cornell?" He turned and 
glanced at the door. "We were up there, on that mountain, with them and you and he ..you guys fucked?" 


"Yes! Okay? We fucked" Stone gave Jerry an irritated look. 

"When?" 

"Does it matter?" he snapped. 

Jerry calmly answered, "| mean, a little. Was it, like, last week or something?" 
"Nol" 

"Okay." 


The pair fell silent. Stone turned his back on Jerry, walking over to the floor-to-ceiling, wooden storage shelves 


and picking at a piece of tape on a box. Jerry lit a cigarette. 

"Stone." 

"What?" 

"l'm confused" 

"About what?" 

"Well, yesterday, you wanted it" 

Stone shot him a look of warning, which Jerry ignored. 

| mean, we were gonna and now, it's like you're pissed at me again." 


lm not pissed at you. I'm just." He sighed and shook his head. "I'm just ..| don't know what to do, Jerry. This is 


super weird and uncomfortable." 
"But why?" 


"| don't know!" Stone turned around. "Because, like, Chris has Eddie now and they were making such a big deal 
out of us and, like, Chris and | knew but you didn't, and | assume Eddie doesn't." 


"Its a little weird, but so what? Did you break up or something?" 

"We weren't together. Not like him and Eddie. It was just once. Or, um, twice" 
Jerry's mouth fell open again 

"Stop looking at me like that! 

‘Im sorry! It's just l didn't expect that. You and Chris. Wow! 

Stone glared at him and hissed, ‘lm sorry | told you" 

"What? Why?" 

"Can we just forget it, please?" 


"| don't want to forget it, Stone. | want this." Jerry took a step forward. "| want you. And | know you want me, 
too. Can't we try?" 


"We did. It didn't work." 


"It was working until those two started messing around. Just forget them. They're not here now. Its just you 


and me 
‘Jerry’ 

The blonde dropped the cigarette he'd been smoking to try to calm his nerves and stubbed it out on the 
concrete floor with the toe of his boot. He moved closer until he gently took Stone's elbow and turned him all 
the way around to face him. "| don't care that it was Chris. | don't. It doesn’t matter" 

"Then why were you so freaked out?" 

"| wasn't Just surprised” 

"Who was your first?" 

"Chris" Before Stone could really blow up at him, Jerry laughed. "lm kidding! lm just kidding" 

"You're such a dick" Stone merely rolled his eyes. 


Jerry was encouraged. He moved in closer. "It was this kid, Justin, that | moved to Texas with." 


"With? Were you together?" 


"No. We were just curious, | guess. We got drunk one night and ." 
Stone nodded. "Oh." 

"He decided it wasn't for him." 

Now, Stone actually cracked a grin 

"What?" 

"Nothing. I'm just amused that you turned a curious guy straight." 
"| did not!" 

"You really did." Stone chuckled. 


Jerry slowly smiled. He took Stone's wrist and pulled him into a hug. "I wish | knew sooner how to make it less 


uncomfortable for you. 

Stone spoke into Jerry's shoulder. "Are you kidding? You did so much for me on this trip, Jer” 
"| had no idea what else was going on, though 

"That's not your fault. You couldn't have known" 

"Maybe. l'm just saying it because | really wanted to get laid" 

"Yeah, but you're not! 

"How do you know?" 

"Because you're sweet. Remember?" 


Jerry playfully huffed as he pulled back and pushed Stone up against the shelves. "I like you. Even when you're 
grumpy." 


‘lm never grumpy," Stone murmured from the corner of his mouth. 
"You're pretty grumpy. But | think your grumpy face is sexy." 


Jerry watched as Stone's cheeks flushed dark pink. Stone dropped his gaze and his eyelashes dusted over the 
apples of his cheeks. 


"God, you're fucking beautiful," Jerry whispered as he slipped his hand against Stone's jaw, his thumb sweeping 
over the warm, blushy skin of his cheek. 


"You have terrible taste, but | don't care." Stone's hand went to Jerry's hip and drew him in 


"My taste is impeccable," Jerry whispered and then touched his slightly parted lips to Stone's. He pressed his 
body against the other man as he deepened the kiss, sending his tongue into Stone's mouth. 


"Yes," Stone rasped when Jerry moved his mouth to his neck. 

Jerry purred as he pushed his hand into Stone's jeans. He nibbled under his ear while he stroked his cock. 
Stone gasped and groaned as he reached one hand back to grab the shelf and his other arm wrapped around 
Jerry's neck. The shelves rattled and shook as the pair moved together, rocking and grinding while Jerry jerked 
Stone off. 


"Fuck, Jer!" Stone grunted as he rocked, trying to thrust into Jerry's hand. 


With a low growl, Jerry pulled back and grinned at Stone. He slowly sunk to his knees and opened Stone's jeans, 
taking his cock out. He locked eyes with Stone as he leaned in and took him into his mouth. 


"Oh, my god," Stone sighed. He glanced toward the door as he slipped his long fingers into Jerry's hair. "Hurry." 
He sucked hard, taking Stone deep down his throat, loving the sounds he was able to elicit from him. Jerry 
couldn't help moaning, himself, as he used his tongue to lick and tease Stone. He grunted louder when the hand 
in his hair knotted into a fist, tugging at him. 


"Jerry, oh, fuck. Please." 


He pulled back a little and gazed up at Stone, resisting the hand in his hair, trying to urge him back down. He 
sucked on the tip, using his tongue to lap against the slit, driving Stone crazy. 


"Jesus Christ, don't stop. Don't fucking stop, Jerry.” 


Jerry went back to taking Stone in and out of his mouth, bobbing his head, sliding his lips down the shaft and 


back up, increasing in speed and pressure. 


Stone reached back to take hold of the shelf again to steady himself. He bucked his hips, sending his cock down 
Jerry's throat. He groaned loudly as he came hard into Jerry's eager and waiting mouth. "Fuck. Oh, god. Fuck 
me." When Jerry drew back, letting Stone's cock slide out of his mouth, Stone sagged against the shelves. "You 


are .that was .Jesus, Jerry." 


Jerry swallowed and wiped the back of his hand across his mouth. "Good?" 
"So fucking good" 


He tucked Stone's cock back into his jeans and stood up, using the other man's hips to pull himself up. With a 
playful smirk, Jerry purred, "You taste amazing.’ 


Stone blushed again but took Jerry's face in both hands and kissed him deeply, licking his taste from Jerry's 


tongue. 
Jerry felt his face flush and he wasn't sure what to say now. He wanted to ask Stone if there was someplace 
they could go. Throw a sleeping bag into the back of that Volvo and take off again As Jerry started to speak, 
the door creaked open. He quickly took a step back, putting distance between Stone and himself 

"Oh, hey, Jerry" Stone's father walked in 

"Hey, Mr. Gossard," he quickly replied and turned away to hide his raging, almost painful erection 

"Did you guys manage to see any goats up there?" 

"Yeah, Dad," Stone hurriedly replied 

"Great. Did you put all the gear away, Stone?" 


"Yes." He glanced at Jerry, who met his quick look. 


"Okay." Mr. Gossard glanced between him and Stone. "Your mother will have dinner on the table in about twenty 


minutes. Come inside. Jerry, you are always welcome to stay." 
"Thank you, sir. But |, | should probably... 
"Yeah, you should go. I'll I'll see you later maybe." 


"Okay. Well, come inside soon, Stone." Mr. Gossard gave Jerry another glance before he left, leaving the door 


open. 


"Come over to Kelly's later," Jerry told Stone before kissing him and then leaving, taking a second at the door 


to look back. 


